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(I 


Author's Notes: 
THIS is Death, Morpheus\' little sister, from The Sandman comic series. Given Gerard\'s love of Comics 
(Sandman in particular), this seemed like a fitting story. 


"Gerard" 


He cracked his eyes open, realized immediately that he felt better. With a cough, he rolled over; looking for 
water, for ice chips, for something celebratory to mark the diminishment of his pain. They fold them in the hall 
when they thought | was sleeping that Id be turning the corner by morning 


"Gerard," someone said again. And he turned expecting doctors or Frank or his brother; someone to tell him 
that the worst was over. His life would be his own again come the dawn, the ghosts of bacterial pneumonia 
exorcized by strong hope and stronger antibiotics. 


As he turned, something caught his eye beneath the television that was mounted high on the shadowy wall 
The girl beneath it, the girl that moved to the foot of the bed, was white skin and black, black hair. Petite 


limbs and silver ankh necklaces. And he knew her, though he never really wanted to. 

"Are you here to take your day?" he asked, more hopefully than he would have liked to admit. 

She smiled, and her eyes were black and bottomless and he swore that in the center of each iris were golden 
flecks of sand descending, counting out the grains until the end of time forever. "No, not exactly,” she said with 
a sorrowful smile. Half-cringe. "I'm here," she paused to let her words sink in. "To take your day." 

"Mine?" he asked. "But. they told me | was getting better." 

She shrugged, picking at a ball of lint on the thin hospital blanket. "They tell everyone that. They think it gives 
them hope, and that hope is what you need to get out of the end Or to buy more time, at least. But everyone 
has their own time, Gerard. And | see everyone in the end" Death spoke gravely, and Gerard wondered how 


many times she had said these words before. Billions or millions at least. "Do you have any questions for me?" 


Gerard sat up more, wrapped his thin arms around his chest. It was strange; this was it for him - for his life 


- and he could ask any questions that he had ever wanted to know, and all he really wanted to know was- 
"Is that what you really look like, then?" 

"This is my favorite way to look. Sometimes," she brushed a hand over her shoulder and there was a rustle 
like feathers behind her, "| have wings. And sometimes | don't look human at all. Sometimes I'm a tunnel with 
crazy lighting effects, or a wispy cloud in the corner. And sometimes, | am your favorite dead relative." 
"That's creepy," he said miserably. "| don't want to go. I'm sorry, I'm sure you get that a lot, but it's true. | 
used To all the time - and where were you then?" Gerard paused, sniffled a little. "To, to fight my way back 
from despair just to wind up here? Dying a fucking unremarkable death in some fucking hospital bed?" 
"Unremarkable?" she said with a wry grin. "How many times have you died before?" 

He was silent then 

"m sorry," she said sincerely. 


"Well, what happens next?" 


| can't tell you that. It's kind of a surprise, but it would be more accurate to say that /don't know until you 


know. You can take some time and ask more questions, though. We have an eternity.’ 
"So is no one else dying right now?" 


"People are dying everywhere right now. | go where l'm needed, regardless of where | already am." She paused. 


"Does that make sense?" 


He laughed miserably and ran a hand through his hair. "I should have hidden my fucking heart" 
"But that only works in stories, l'm afraid." 


"l'm afraid I'll miss them too much," he whispered. And he wondered if he could still cry, one last time. "If | 


would have known, | would have done-" 

"A million things differently?" 

"No," he said softly. He closed his eyes and took a breath while he still could. "Only one, probably." 

"You'll probably see him again," she offered. "Since you guys ran in the same circles and all” 

"But nothing's certain" 

‘No, I'm the only certainty." 

‘Jesus Christ. I'm only thirty-four. Can't | like, play chess against you?" 

She laughed and crawled onto the bed, kissed his sweat-sticky temple. "I'm more of a Parcheesi girl, myself" 
"Alright," he said. "I guess I'm done?" 


| guess you are," she said, climbing down and standing next to him. "So here comes the important part. Take 


my hand, Gerard." 
He slid out of bed and stood up, thought about asking for a second to put some pants on, but- 
"You'll be able to wear whatever you want as soon as you take my hand," she said. 


And as his palm slid against hers, the lights went up and everyone screamed. But more importantly, Frank was 
there, in his arms and in the music, in the sweat and the feedback. Frank mouthing Love youl on that hot 
summer night a few years back. And Gerard, unable to help himself, had kissed him for it wildly. Frank's hands 
were on his waist, and he swore that if he had to die right then, he would go so gently, would go peacefully 
and without complaint. He held onto that memory then, took it with him. And she said that that was fine as he 
walked out the door, holding her hand in the darkness. 


